THE POET
OF BALLYSHANNON*

IN* THIS age of ambitious thoughts, this cos-
mopolitan age, when poets have ransacked
the world for their themes, the author of this
little volume has sung for the most part his
own countryside and his seaboard towns:

A wild west Coast, a little Town,
Where little Folk go up and down,
Tides flow and winds blow:
Night and Tempest and the Sea,
Human Will and Human Fate:
What is little, what is great?
Howsoe'er the answer be,
Let me sing of what I know.

In many more verses, beautiful as these, he
has sung it. To be read in this age you must
have ambitious thoughts, offer some solution
of the old riddle. You must draw heaven and
earth into your net. That is as it should be,
perhaps. It is certainly as it must be. It is
possible we shall some day discover that these
nineteenth century thoughts of ours are only
bubble thoughts. But meanwhile we have so
many things on our hands, so much to break
and make, we can hardly listen at all to one
who turning aside sings the folk-lore and
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